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DE DICAT ION. 
1 S no Man hath a more ſtern and in- 
5 flexible Hatred to Flattery than my- 

5 ſelf, it hath been uſual with me to 
2 ſend moſt of my Performances into the 
World without the Ornament of thoſe E- 
piſtolary Prefaces, commonly called Dedi- 
cations; a Cuſtom however highly cenſu- 
red by my Bookſeller, who affirms it a moſt 
unchriſtian Practice: A Patron is, ſays he, 
a kind of God father to a Book, and a good 
Author ought as carefully to provide a Pa- 
tron to his Works, as a good Parent ſhould 
a2 God- father to his Children: he carries 
this very far and draws ſeveral Reſemblances 
between thoſe two Offices (for having, in 
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retarce to the Dedication. 


the Courſe of his Trade with Dramatick 
Writers, purchaſed, at a moderate Com- 
putation, the Fee- ſimple of one hundred 
thouſand Sl ailes, he is perhaps the moſt ek 
pert in their Application, and moſt capa - { 
ble of ſnewing Likeneſſes, in things ut. 
terly unlike, ot any Man living) What, 
ſays he, docs more Service to a Book, or 
raiſes Curioſity in the Reader, equal with ®7 
dedicated to his Grace the Duke of- 
or the Right Honourable the Earl of —- 
in an Advertiſement? I think the Patron 
here may properly be ſaid t give Name to 
the Book -—--— and if he gives a Preſent 
alſo; what doth he leſs than a God- father? 
which Preſent if the Author applies to his 
own Uſe, what doth he other than the Pa- 
rent? He proceeds to ſhew how a Book- 7 
ſeller is a kind of dry Nurſe to our Works, 
with other Inſtances which I ſhall omit, 7; 
having already ſaid enough to prove the 
exact Analogy between Children and 
Books, and of the Method of providing 
for each; which I think affords a ſufficient a 
Precedent for throwing the following 
Piece on the Publick, it having been uſual 
for ſeveral very prudent Parents to act by 
their Children in the ſame Manner. 


DEDI | 


PUBLICK. 


Hope you will pardon the Preſumption 
of this Dedication, ſince Ireally did not 
2  knowin what manner to apply for your 
1 ar and ſince I expect no Preſent in re- 

turn: (the Reaſon 1 cnn" which firſt 
introduc'd the Ceremony of asking Leave 
among Dedicators:) For ſurely it is ſome- 
what abſurd to ask a Man Leave to flatter 
ng him; and he muſt be a very impudent or 


Ms ſimple Fellow, or both, who wall give it. 
al | ng Leave to dedicate, therefore, is 
la 


* Fot whether you will pay for your Dedi- 
cation, and in that Senſe I believe it under- 
ſtood by both Authors and Patrons. 

& But farther, the very candid Reception 
which you have given theſe Pieces, pleads 
74 2 Excuſe. The leaſt Civility to an Au- 
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thor or his Works, hath been held, Time ; 


immemorial, a juſt Title to a Dedication, 


which is perhaps no more than an honeſt 
Return of Flattery, and in this Light I am 
certain no one ever had fo great (I may call 
it) an Obligation as myſelf, ſeeing that you 
have honour'd this my Performance with 
your Preſence every Night of its Exhibi- 
tion, where you have never failed ſhewing 
the greateſt Delight and Approbation; nor 
am I leſs oblig'd ro you tor thoſe Elogiums 
which you have been heard in all Places 
to - but hold, I am afraid this is an ingeni- 
ous way which Authors have diſcovered to 
convey in ward Flattery to themſelves, while 
outwardly they addreſs it to their Patron: 
W herefore I ſhall be filent on this Head, 
having more Reaſons to give why I choſe 
you to patronize theſe Pieces: And 

Firſt, The Deſign with which they are 
writ; for tho?” all Dramatick Entertain» 
ments are properly calculated for the Pub- 
lick, yet theſe, I may affirm, more parti- 
cularly belong ta you; as your Diverſion is 
not merely intended by them, their Deſign 
being to convey ſome Hints, which may, 


if you pleaſe, be of infinite Servicein the | 


preſent State of that Theatrical World 
whereof they treat, and which is, I think, 
at preſent ſo far from flouriſhing as one cou'd 

] wiſh, 
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wiſh, that I have with Concern obſerved 
ſome Steps lately taken, and others too juſt- 
ly apprehended, that may much endanger 
the Conſtitution of the Britiſb Theatre: 


For tho' Mr. be a very worthy Man, and 
my very good Friend, I cannot help think- 


ing his Manner of proceeding ſomewhat too 
arbitrary, and his Method of buying Ac- 
tors at exorbitant Prices to be of very ill 
Conſequence: For the Town muſt reim- 
burſe him theſe Expences, on which Ac- 
count thoſe advanced Prices ſo much com- 
plained of muſt be always continued; 
which tho? the People in their preſent flou- 


riſhing State of Trade and Riches may ve- 
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| ry well pay, 
can be ſuppoſed) I am afraid they may fall 
too heavy, the Conſequence of which I 


et in worſe Times (if ſuch 


need not mention. Moreover, ſhould any 
great Genius produce a Piece of moſt ex- 
quiſite Contrivance, and which would be 
highly reliſhed by the Publick, tho? per- 
haps not agreeable to his own Taſte or pri- 
vate Intereſt ; if he ſhould buy off the chief 
Actors, ſuch a Play, however excellent, 
muſt be unavoidably ſunk, and the Publick 
loſeall the Benefit thereof. Not to trouble 
theReader with more Inconveniences ari- 
ſing from this Argumentum Argentarium, 
many of which are obvious enough 
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Dedication to the Publicg. 
I ſhall only obſerve, that Corruption hath 
the ſame Influence on all Societies, all Bo- 


dies, which it hath on Corporcal Bodies, 
where we lec it always produce an entire 


 Deftruction and total Change: For which 


Reaſon, who ever ENS to introduce 
Corruption into any. Community, doth 
much the fame thing, and ought to be treat- 


ed in much the {ame manner with him who 


poiſoneth a Fountain in order to ditperſe a 
Contagion, which he is ſurecyery one will 
drink of. = | 

The laſt Excuſe I ſhall make for this Pre- 
ſumption, is the Neceſſity I have of fo po- 


tent a Patron to defend me trom the iniquits | 


ous Surmiſes of a certain anonymous dialo- 
gous Author, who in The Gazertecer of the 
17th Inſtant has repreſented 2% Hiſcorical 
Regiſter as aiming, in Conjunction with 
The Miller of Mansfeld, the Overthrow of 
the M — y. If this Suggeſtion had 


been inſerted in The Crafiſmman or Common= 


Senſe, orany of thoſe Papers which no Bo- 
dy reads, it might have paſt unanſwered 
but as it appears in a Paper of ſo general a 
Reception as The Gazeteer, which lies in 
the Window of almoſt every Poſthouſe in 
England, it behoves me, I think, inthe moſt 


> ſerious Manner, to vindicate myſelf from 


Aſperſions of ſo evil a Tendency to my fu- 
| ture 
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Dedication to the Publick. 
ture Proſpe&s. And here I muſt obſerve, 
that had not Mankind been either very 
blind or very diſhoneſt, I nced not have 
publickly informed them that The Regiſter 
is a Miniſterial Pamphlet, calculated to in- 
fuſe into the Minds of the People a great O- 
pinion of their Miniſtry, and thereby pro- 
cure an Employment for the Author, Who 
has been often promiſed one, whenever he 
would write on that Side. And firſt, 


Can any thing be plainer than the firſt Stan- 


za of the Ode? 


This is a* Day, in Days of Yore, 
Our Fathers never [aw before; 
This is a Day, iris one to ten, 
Our Sous will .:ever jee again. 


Plainly int imating that ſuch Times as theſe 


never were ſecn before, nor will ever be 
ſeen again; for which the preſent Age are 
certainly obliged to their Miniſtry. 


WMW hat can be meant by the Scene of Po- 


liticians, but ro ridicule the abſurd and in- 
adequate Notions Perſons among us, who 
have not the Honour to know 'em, have of 
the Miniſtry and their Meaſures : Nay I 
have put ſome Sentiments into the Mouths 

of theſe Characters, which I was a little 


apprehen- 


For Day inthe firſt and third Line, y0u may read Man, 
＋ Jo- Pleaſe. 
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apprehenſive were too low even for a Con- 
verſation at an Alehouſe. I hope The Ga- 
zeteer will not find any Reſemblance here, 
as | hope he will not make ſuch a Compli- 
ment to any M-, as to ſuppole that ſuch 
Perſons have been ever capable of the Aſſu- 
rance of aiming at being at the Head of a 
reat People, or to any Nation, as to 
ſpect dem contentedly living under ſuch | 
an Adminiſtration. i 
The Eagerneſs which theſe Gentlemen 
expreſs at applying all Manner of evil Cha- 
racters to their Patrons, brings to my Mind 1 
a Story I have ſomewhere read; as two _ | 
Gentlemen were walking the Street toge- _ 
ther, the one ſaid to the other, upon ſpying 
the Figure of an Aſs hung out - Bob, Bob, 
look yonder, ſome impudent Raſcal has 
hung out your Picture on a Sign-polt : The 
grave Companion, who had the Misfor- 
tune to be extremely ſhort- ſighted, fell in- 
to a violent Rage, and calling tor the Ma- 
ſter of the Houſe threatned to proſecute 
him for expoſing his Features in that pub- 
lick manner: The poor Landlord, as you 
may well conceive, was extremely aſto- 
niſned, and denied the Fact; upon which 
the witty Spark, who had juſt mentioned 
the Reſemblance, appeals to the Mob now 
aſſembled together, who ſoon ſmoked _ 
5 5 5 Jeſt, 
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I | Jeft, and agreed with him that the Sign 
= | was the exact Picture of the Gentleman: 
©, At laſt a good-natur'd Man, taking Com- 
paſſion of the poor Figure, whom he faw 
the jeſt of the Multitude, whitpered in his 
Ear; Sir, I lee your Eyes are bad, and that 
vour Friend is a Raſcal, and impoſes on 
you; the Sign hung out is the Sign of an 
Acſs, nor will your Picture be here unleſs 
you draw it yourſelf. | 
But I ask Pardon for troubling the Rea- 
der with an impertinent Story, which can 
be apply'd only in the above-mentioned In- 
ſtance to my preſent Subject. 
Il! proceed in my Defence to the Scene of 
the Patriots; a Scene which I thought 
would have made my Fortune, ſeeing that 
the favourite Scheme of turning Patriotiſm 
into a Jeſt is ſo induſtriouſly purſued, and 
1 will challenge all the Miniſterial Advo- 
cCates to ſhew me, in the whole Bundle of 
their Writings, one Paſſage where falſe Pa- 
triotiſm (for I ſuppoſe they have not the 
| Impudence to mean any other) is ſet in a 
more contemptible and odious Light than 
in the aforeſaid Scene. I hope too it will 
be remarked, that the Politicians are repre- 
ſented as a Set of blundering Blockheads 
rather deſerving Pity than Abhorrence, 
Vhereas the others are repreſented as a = 
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of cunning ſelf-intereſted Fellows, who 
for a little paltry Bribe would give up the 
Liberties and Properties of their Country. 
Here is the Danger, here is the Rock on 
which our Conſtitution muſt, if ever it 
does, ſplit. The Liberties of a People 
have been ſubdued by the Conqueſt of Va- 
lour and Force, and have been betrayed by 
the ſubtle and dexterous Arts of reſined Po- 
licy; but theſe are rare Inſtances; for Ge- 
nius's of this kind are not the Growth of 
every Age, whereas, if a general Corrup- 
tion be once introduced, and thoſe, who 
ſhould be the Guardians and Bulwarks of 
our Liberty, once find, or think they find 
an Intereſt in giving it up, no great Capa- 
city will be required to deſtroy it: On the 
contrary, the meaneſt, loweſt, dirtieſt Fel- 
low, if ſuch a one ſhould have ever the Aſ- 
ſurance in future Ages to mimick Power, 
and brow- beat his Betters, will be as able, 
as Machiavel himſelf could have been, to 
root out the Liberties of the braveſt Peo- 
le. | 
/ But I am aware I ſhall be asked, who is 
this Quidam, that turns the Patriots into 
Ridicule and bribes them out of their Ho- 
neſty? Who but the Devil could act ſuch 
aPart? Is not this the Light wherein he is 
every where deſcribed in Scripture, and the 
Writings 


{ 
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Writings of our beſt Divines? Gold hath 


bcen always his favourite Bait wherewith 
he fiſheth for Sinners; and his laughing at 


the poor Wretches he ſeduceth, is as dia- 
bolical an Attribute as any. Indecd it is ſo 
plain who is meant by this Quidam, that he 


1 who maketh any wrong Application there- 
of might as well miſtake the Name of Mo- 
1 mas for John, or old Nick for old Bob. 


I think I have ſaid enough to aſſure every 
impartial Perſon of my Innocence, againſt 
all malicious Inſinuations; and farther to 
\ convince them that I am a Miniſterial V ri- 
ter, (an Honour I am highly ambitious of 
- attaining) I ſhall proceed now to obviate 
an Opinion entertain'd by too many, that 
a certain Perſon is ſometimes the Author, 
often the Corrector of the Preſs, and al- 
ways the Patron of the Gazeteer. To 
ſhew the Folly of this Suppoſition I ſhall 
only inſiſt, that all Perſons, though they 
ſhould not afford him any extraordinary 
Genius, nor any (the leaſt) Taſte in polite 
Literature, will grant me this Datum, that 
the ſaid certain Perſon is a Man of an or- 
dinary Capacity, and a moderate Share of 
Common-Senſe : Which if allowed, I 
think it will follow that it is impoſſible he 
ſhould either write or countenance a Paper 
written, not only without the leaſt glim- 
L | mcring 
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Dedication to the Publick. 
mering of Genius, the leaſt Pretenſion to 


mon- Senſe whatever. If any one ſhould 
ask me, How then is it carried on? I ſhall 


Gentleman, juſt before mentioned, who 


Paper. 


fying and enlarging it, and procuring a bet- 
ter Company of Actors. If you think 


Taſte, but in direct Oppoſition to all Com- 


only anſwer with my Politicians, I cannot 
tell, unleſs by the Aſſiſtance of the old 


would, I think, alone protect or patro- 
nize; as I think, indeed, he is the only Per- 
ſon who could invent ſome of the Schemes 
avowed in that Paper, which, if it does 
not immediately diſappear, I do intend. 
ſhortly to attempt conjuring it down, in- 
tending to publiſh a Paper in Defence of 
the M —y againſt the wicked, malicious, | 
and fly Inſinuations conveyed in the ſaid 


Lou will excuſe aDigreſhon ſo neceſſary. 
to take off Surmiſes, which may prove ſo 
prejudicial to my Fortune; which, how-- 
ever, if I ſhould not be able to accompliſh, 
J hope you will make me ſome amends for 
what I ſuffer by endeavouring your Enter- 
tainment. The very great Indulgence you | 
have ſhewn my Performances at the little 
Theatre, theſe two laſt Years, have encou- 
raged me to the Propoſal of a Subſcription} 
for carrying on that Theatre, for beauti- 


' Proper _ 


ey 


to 
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proper to ſubſcribe to theſe Propoſals, I aſ- 
{ure you no Labour ſhall be ſpared, on my 


Side, to entertain you ina cheaper and bet- 
ter Manner than ſeems to be the Intention 


7 of any other. If Nature hath given me 


any Talents at ridiculing Vice and Impoſ- 
ture, I ſhall not be indolent, nor afraid of 
exerting them, while the Liberty of the 
Preſs and Stage ſubſiſts, that is ro ſay, while 


we have any Liberty left among us. I am, 
to the Publick, | | 


A moſt ſincere Friend, 


and moſt devoted Servant. 
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Medley, 1 Mr.. Roberts, 75 5 
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Ground-Ivy, Mr. Jones. 


Hen, the Auctioncer, Mrs. Charte. 
Apollo's Baſtard Son, Mr. Blakes. 


Piſtol, Mr. Davis. {| 
Quidam, Mr. Smith, | 
| Mr. Jones. i 
| Mr. Topping. | © 
Politicians, Mr. FYoodburn. |: 
Mr. Smith. | 


Mr. Machen. 
Mr. Topping. 
Mr. Machen. 


Patriots, . Mr. Pallen. 4 
| Mr. Woodburn. 
Banter, h Mr. Smith. _ © 
Dangle, - NS. Mr. Lowther, . 
WOMEN. 1 I 
Mrs. Screen, Mrs. Haywood. | 
Ars. Barter, Miſs Kawer. *' 6 
Ee Mrs. Charke. © 
Mrs. Haywood, | D 
Ladics, Mrs. Lacey. © 1 
Miſs Jones. 
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ACT.1 SCENE I 
SCENE the Play-Houſe. 


Enter ſeveral Players. 


1 Player. | 
T R. Emphaſis, good-morrow, you are early at 
the Rehearſal this Morning. 
| Emph. Why, faith, Fack, our Beer and 
Beer fat but ill on my Stomach, ſo 1 got up to try if 
I could not walk it off. | ds 
1 Play. T wiſh I had any thing in my Stomach to 


2 walk off; if Matters do not go better with us ſhortly, 
my Teeth will forget their Office. | 


2 Play. Theſe are poor Times, indeed, not like the 
Days of Paſquin. | 

1 Play. Oh! name em not! thoſe were glorious 
Days indeed, the Days of Beef and Punch; my Friends, 
when come there ſuch again ? 

2 Play. Who knows what this new Author, may 


1 Play* 


The Hiſtorical Regiſter. 


1 Play. Nay, if Variety will pleaſe the Town, 1 
am ſure there is enough of it, but I could wiſh, me- 
thinks, the Satire had been a little ſtronger, a little 
Plainer. | 
2 Play. Now I think it is plain enough. 4 
1 Play. Hum ! Ay, it isintelligible ; but I wow'd have 
| it downright ; gad, I fancy I cou d write a thing to ſuc- 
cCcieed, my ſelf. | 55 
| 2 Play. Ay prithee, what Subject wou'dſi thou write 
on? | | | a 
z 1 Play. Why, no Subject at all, Sir, but I would | 
have a humming deai ot Satyr, and I would repeat in 
every Page, that Courtiers are Cheats and don't pay ® 
their Debts, that Lawyers are Rogues, Phyſicians Block- 
heads, Soldiers Cowards, aud Miniſters —-—— | 
2 Play. What, what, Sir? : 
1 Play. Nay, I'll only name 'em, that's enough to 
ſet the Audience a hooting. | q 
2 Play. Zounds, Sir, here is wit enough for a whole 
Play in one Speech. 
1 Play. For one Play, why, Sir, it's all J have ex- 
tracted out of above a Dozen. 
2 Play. Who have we here? 


1 Play. Some Gentlemen, I ſuppoſe, come to hear 
the Rehearſal. 


| Enter Sowrwit and Lord Dapper. 


L, Dap. Pray, Gentlemen, don't you rehearſe the done 


Hiſtorical Regiſter this Morning? a 
1 Play. Sir, we expect the Author every Minute, Bigg 
Sowr. What is thi: Hiſtorical Regiſter, is it a Tragedy, ing 

or a Comedy ? thi 


1 Play. Upon my Word, Sir, I can't tell. 
Sowr. Then I ſuppoſe you have no Part in it. 1 
1 Flay. Yes, Sir, I have ſeveral, but Oh, here is the 


Author himſelf, I ſuppoſe he can tell, Sir. gh! | 
\ Sowr. Faith, Sir, that's more than I ſuppoſe. . * 
L 5 ns 4 eq 


' | Enter | 


eX- 


— gular, but if it was otherwiſe I think I could quote 
You Precedents of Plays that negle& them; beſides, 
Sir, if I compriſe the whole Act ons of the Year in 
halt an Hour, will you blame me, or thoſe who have 
one ſo little in that Time? My Regiſter is not to 
be fill'd like thoſe of vulgar News- Writers with Traſh 
for want of News, and therefore if I fay little or no- 
f ng, you may thank thoſe who have done little or 
zothing. N 


the © 


dy, 


FR E ” 
ds n! here are my Books. 

Sowr. In Print already, Mr. Medley? 

2 Med. Yes, Sir, it is the ſafeſt way, for if a Man 


ter 


Þaps. | 
2? Dap. We are come to attend your Rehearſal, Sir; 
Pray when will it begin? 

Med. This very Inſtant, my Lord: Gentlemen, I 
beg you would be all ready, and let the Prompter bring 
e ſome Copies for theſe Gentlemen. 

Sowr. Mr. Medley, you know 1 am a plain Speaker, 
fo you will excuſe any Liberties I take. 

Med. Dear Sir, you can't oblige me more. 

Sowr. Then I muſt tell you, Sir, I am a little 
Ragger'd at the Name of your Piece; doubtleſs, Sir, 
Jou know the Rules of Writing, and I can't gueſs how 
Jou can bring the Actions of a whole Year into the 
Circumference of four and twenty Hours. 
Med. Sir, I have ſeveral Anſwers to make to your 
Objection; in the firſt Place, my Piece is not of a 


The Hiſtorical Regiſter. 


Enter Medley. 


1 Med. My Lord, your moſt obedient Servant; this is 
1 very great, and unexpected Fayour indeed, my Lord. 


r. Sowrwit, 1 kits your Hands; I am very glad to ſee 


pou here. 


Sowr. That's more than you may be by-and-by, per- 


ature confin'd to any Rules, as being avowedly ir- 


Enter Prompter with Books, 


B 2 ſtays 


4 The Hiftorical Negiſter. 
ſtays till he is damn'd, it is poſſible he never may « 
get into print at all; the Town is capricious, ſor ; 
which Reaſon always print as faſt as you write, tha. hag 
if they damn your Play, they may not damn your pu 
. e 

Sowr. Well, Sir, and pray bat is your Deſign, your 1 tl 


5 


Plot? the 
Med. Why, Sir, I have feveral Plots, ſome pretty ter 
deep, and ſome but ſhallow. Ito | 
Sowr. I hope, Sir, they all conduce to the main De. Pla) 
ſign, : Play 
Med. Ves, Sir, they do. bett 


Sowr, Pſhaw! you miſunderſtand me, I mean what? 
is your Moral, your, your, your 1 

Med. Oh! Sir, J comprchend you ——- Why, Sir, 
my Deſign is to ridicule the vicious and foolith Cu- 
ſtoms of the Age, and that in a fair manner, without 
Fear, Favour, or Ill- nature, and without Scuril'ty, i 
Manners, e common Place; I hope to expoſe the 
reigning Follies in ſuch a manner, that Men ſhall laugh 
them{elves out of them before they feel that they arc? 
touch'd. | j 

Sowr, But what Thread or Connexion can you have 
in this Hiſtory? For inſtance, how is your Politica! 
connected with your Theatrical? 1 


Med. O very calily — When my Politicks come to 
a Farce, they very naturally lead me to the Play-Houſe 
where, let me tell you, there are ſome Politicians too 
where there is Lying, Flattering, Diſſembling. Promi. 
ſing, Decciving, and Undermiuing, as well as in an) 
Court in Chriſtendom. f 5 


Enter a Player. 


3 * 
£ 0 4 a. £ $ * 
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Play. Wort you begin your Rehearſal, Sir? ' 
Med. Ay, ay, with all my Heart, is the Muſick read; 
for the Prologue? 4 


Som 
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nay Sowr. Muſick for the Prologue! | 
foi} Med. Ay, Sir, I intend to have every thing new, I 
tha! had rather be the Author of my own Dulneſs than rhe 
aur Publiſher of other Mens Wit, and really, Mr. Sowr- 
vit. the Subjects for Prologues are utterly cxhauſted: 
our 1 think the general Method has been cither to frighten 
the Audience wich the Author's Reputation, or to flat- 
ett) ter them to give their Applauſe, or to beſeech them 
to it, and that in a manuer that will ſerve for every 
De- play alike: Now, Sir, my Prologue will ſerve for no 
Play but my own, and to that 1 think nothing can be 
better adapted, for as mine is the Hiſtory of the Year, 
v hat can be a properer Prologue than an Ode to the New 
Near? ; 
3  Sowr. An Ode to the New Year? 
Med. Yes, Sir, an Ode to the New Year — Come, 
Sir, egin, begin. | | 
Cu- Enter Prompter. 
thou Promp. Sir, the Prologue is ready. 
Y, % Sowr. Dear Medley, let me hear you read it, poſſibly it 
the may be ſung ſo fine I nay not underſtand a Word of 
laugh it. 
y are Med. Sir, you can't oblige me more. 


have ODE to the Nev Year. 
litica 
f This ĩs a Day in Days of Tore, 


me to Our Fathers never ſaw before: ; 
louſe, q This is a Day, "tis one to ten, | 
too Our Sons will never ſee again. ] 
rom. Then ſing the Day, ; 
n an}. And ſing the Song, 5 
And thus be merry ö 
All Day long. 
I This is the Day, 
3 And that's the Night, 


Iihen the Sun ſhall be gay, 
And the Moon ſhall be bright, 
: B 3 


Y 
# 
* 
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The Sun ſhall riſe, E 
All in the Skies; 
The Moon ſhall go, | : ; _ 
All down below. J 
Then ſing the Day, f 
And ſing the Song; 2 
Aud thus be merry = 
All Day long. W- 
Ay, ay, come on, and ſing it away. 18 
Enter Singers who ſing the Ode. Fe 
Med. There, Sir, there's the very Quinteſſence and 43 
Cream of all the Odes I have ſeen for ſeyeral Years | P 
laſt paſt. F 


Sowr. Ay, Sir, I thought you wou'd not be the Pub-; 
liſher of another Man's Wat ? 4 
Med. No more I an't, Sir, for the Devil of any Wit 
did I ever ſee in any of them. f 
Sowr. Oh! your moſt humble Servant. Sir. | 
Med. Yours, Sir, yours; now for my Play, Prompter, 
are the Politicians all ready at the Table? L 
Promp. I'll go and fee, Sir. (Exit. J 
Med. My firſt Scene, Mr. Sowrwit, lies in the Iſland of 


5 
oQ 4 


8 


Cor/ica, being at preſent the chief Scene of Politicks ED 
of all Europe. | be 
Enter Prompter. ö gal 

Promp. Sir, they are ready. — 
Med. Then draw the Scene and diſcover them. 8 ; 
SCENE draws, and diſcovers Five Politicians ſitting | knd 
at A Table. 0 


Sowr, Here's a Miſtake in the Print, Mr. Med ey, Ge 
: 3 the ſecond Politician is the firſt Perſon who 1, 
ſpeaks. 3 1 

Med. Sir, my firſt and greateſt Politician never ſpeaks 


a 


2t all, he's a yery deep Man, by which, you will obſerve. 


— 
O 
_Q- 


: 


4 
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I convey this Moral, that the chief Art of a Politician 


is to keep a Secret. | 

Sowr. To keep his Politicks a Secret, I ſuppoſe you 
mean, 

Med. Come, Sir, begin. 

2 Polit. Is King Theodore return'd yet? 

3 Polit, No. 

2 Polit. When will he return? 
3 Polit. I cannot tell. 

Sowr. This Politician ſeems to me to know very little 
of the matter. 

Med. Zounds, Sir, would you have him a Prophet 


as well as a Politician? You ſee, Sir, he knows what's 
: paſt, and that's all he ought to know; *Sblood, Sir, 
would it be in the Character of a Politician to make 
him a Conjurer? Go on, Gentlemen: Pray, Sir, don't 


interrupt their Debates, for they are of great Conſe- 
quence. 

2 Polit. Theſe mighty Preparations of the Tirks 
are certainly deſign'd againſt ſome Place or other; 


now, the Queſtion is, what Place they are deſign d 
* againſt? And that is a Queſtion which I cannot an- 
: ſwer, 


3 Polit. But it behoves us to be upon our Guard. 
Polit. It does, and the Reaſon is, becauſe we know 


L nothing of the matter. 


2 Polit. You ſay right, itis eaſy for a Man to guard a- 


f gainſt Dangers which he knows of, but to guard a- 
gainſt Dangers which no Body knows of, requires a ver y 


great Politician. | 
Med. Now, Sir, I ſuppoſe you think that no Body 


knows any thing. 


Somr. Faith, Sir, it appears ſo. | 
Med. Ay, Sir, but there is one who knows, that little 


a Gentleman, yonder in the Chair, who ſays nothing, 


knows it all. ; 
Sowr. But how do you intend to convey this Know- 


ledge to the Audience? 
| B 4 Med. 


——— ö— 


ſica? 
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Med. Sir, they can read it in his Looks; Sblood, Sir, 
mult not a Politician be thought a wiſe Man without 
his giving Inſtances of his Witdom ? 3 

5 Polit. Hang foreign Affairs, let us appiy ourſelves to 
Money. | | 

Omnes. Ay, ay, ay. 

Med. Gentlemen, that over again { 
toſnatch haſtily at the Money; you're pretty Politicians 
truly. 

5 Polit Hang foreign Affairs, let us apply ourſclyes to 
Money. | 

Omnes. Ay, ay, ay. 

2 Polit. All we have to conſider relating to Money is 
how we ſhall get it. | | 

3 Polit. I think we ought firſt to conſider whether 
there is any to be got, which it there be, Ido readily 
agree that the next Queſtion is how to come at it. 

Omnes. Hum. 

Sowr. Pray, Sir, what are theſe Gentlemen in Cor- 


Med. Why, Sir, they are the ableſt Heads in the King- 
dom, and conſequently the greateſt Men, for you may be 


ſure all well- regulated Governments, as I repreſent this of 


Cor ſica to be, will employ in their greateſt Poſts Men of 
the greateſt Capacity. : 

2 Polit. | have conſider'd the Matter, and I ſind it muſt 
be by a Tax, 

3 Polit. I thought of that, and was conſidering what 
was not tax'd already. | | 

2 Polit, Learning; ſuppoſe we put a Tax upon 
Learning. , 

3 Polit. Learning, it is true, is a uſeleſs Commodity, 
but I think we had better lay it on Ignorance, for T.carn- 


ing being the Property but of a very few, and thoſe poor 
ones too, I am afraid we can get little among them; 


whereas Ignorance will take in moſt of the great For- 
tunes in the Kingdom. 
Omnes. Ay, ay, ay. (Ereunt Politicians, 

5 | : Sor, 


and be ſure 
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Sowr. Faith, it's very generous in theſe Gentle- 


«> 


men to tax themſelves 10 readily. | | 


Med. Ay and very wie too to prevent the People's 


7 grumbling, and they will have it all among them- 
lelves. | 


Sowr. But what is become of the Politicians ? 
Med. They are gone, Sir, they're gone; they 


have finiſh'd the Buſineſs they met about, which was 
to agree on a Tax, that ceing done, they aro 
gone to raiſe it; and this, Sir, is the full Account of the 
whole Hiſtory of Europe, as far as we know of it, com- 
priz'd in one Scene. 


Sowr. The Devil it is! Why, you have not men- 


tion'd one Word of France, or Spain, or the Empe- 


Med. No, Sir, I turn thoſe over to the next Year. by 


2 whichtime we may poſſibly know ſomething what they 
are about; at preſent our Advices are ſo very uncertain, 
I know not what to depend on; but come, Sir, now you 
hall have a Council of Ladies. | | 


Somr. Does this Scene lie in Cor ca too? 

Med. No, no, this lies in Lonauon You know, 
Sir, it would not have been quite ſo proper to have 
brought Engliſh Politicians of the male Kind I mean) 
on the Stage, becauſe our Politicks are not quite ſo 
famous; but in Female Politicians, to the Honour of 
my Countrywomen I fay it, I believe no Country 
can excel us; come, draw the Scene, and diſcover the 


Ladics. 
Prom. Sir, they are not here; one of them is prac- 
tiſing above Stairs with a Dancing- maſter, and I can't get 


her down. | | 

2: Med. Vl fetch*em, I warrant you, Exit. 
Sowr. Well, my Lord, what does your Lordſhip think 
of what you have ſeen? | | 
I. Dap. Faith, Sir, I did not obſerve it; but it's damn'd 
Suff, Tam fure, © TOR MTA 


Sowr. 


10 The Hiſtorical Regiſter. 


| Sowr. I think ſo, and I hope your Lordſhip will not 
encourage it. They are ſuch Men as your Lordſhip, 
who muſt reform the Age ; if Perſons of your exquiſite 
andrefin'd Taſte will gwe a Sanction to politer Entertain- 


ments, the Town will ſoon be aſnam'd of laughing act 


what they do now. | 

L. Dap. Really, this is a very bad Houſe, 

Sowr Itis not indeed fo large as the others, but I think 
one hears better in it. | 

L. Dap. Pox of hearing, one can't ſee one's 
{elf | mean; here are no Looking-Glaſſes, I love Lin- 
coln's-Iun-Fields for that Reaſon better than any Houle in 
Town. 


A 


Sowr. Very true, my Lord, but I wiſh your Lord. 


ſhip would think it worth your Conſideration. as the 2 


Morals ofa People depend, as has been ſo often and well 
proy'd, entirely on their publick Diverſions, it would 
be of great Conſequence that thoſe of the ſublimeſt Kind 
ſhould meet with your Lordſhip's and the reſt of the No- 
bility's Countenance. 

L. Dap. Mr. Sowrwit, 1 am always ready to give my 
Countenance to any thing of that kind, which might 
bring the beſt Company together, for as one does not go 
to ſee the Play but the Company, Ithink that's chiefly to 
be conſidered, and therefore I am always ready to coun- 
tenance good Plays. | 

Sowr. No one is a better Judge what is ſo than your 
Lordſhip. | | 

L. Dap. Not I. indeed, Mr. Sowrwit =— but as I 
am one half of the Play in the Green- Room talking to the 
Actreſſes, and the other half in the Boxes talking to the 
Women of Quality, I have an Opportunity of ſeeing 


ſomething of the Play, and perhaps may be as good a 


Judge as another. 


Enter Medley, 


BO 


Med. My Lord, the Ladies cannot begin yet, if 3 hin 
your Lordſhip will honour me in the Green-Room, - 


where 


— 
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where you will find it pleaſanter than upon this cold 
Stage. | 

L. Dap. With all my Heart Come, Mr. Sowr- 
wit. 

Sowy. I attend your Lordihip. [ Exeunt, 

Promp. Thou art a ſweet , of Plays, indeed, 
and yet it is in the Power of ſuch Sparks as theſe to 
damn an honeſt Fellow, both in his Profit and Reputa- 
tion. [ Exit. 


m_ Ly * ot 


ACT H SCENE L 
Enter Medley, Lord Dapper, Sowrwit and Prompter. 


Med. OME, draw the Scene, and diſcover the Ladies 
in Council; pray, my Lord, ſit. 
| The Scene draws and diſcovers four Ladies, 

Sowr. What are theſe Ladies aſſembled about ? 

Med. Affairs of great Importance, as you will ſee — 
Pleaſe to begin all of you. ES: 
| | [The Ladies all ſpeak toge her. 
- Ladies. Was you at the Qpera, Madam, laſt 

10ht ? 

: : Lady. Who can miſs an Opera while Farinello 
ays ? 
, Lady. Sure he is the charmingeſt Creature. 

5 HG: He's every thing in the World one could 
wiſh, | 
I Lady, Almoſt every thing one could wiſh. 

2 Lady. They ſay there's a Lady in the City has a 
Child by him. 

All Ladies. Ha, ha, ha! 

1 Lady. Well it muſt be charming to have a Child by 


him, 


—— OY. 
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3 Lady. Madam, I meta Lady ina Viſit the other Day 
with three. 

All Ladies. All Farinello's 

3 Lady. All Farinelio's, al in Wax. 

1 Lady. Oh Gemini! Who makes them, I ſend and 
beſpeak half a dozen to-morrow Morning. 

2 Lady. I'll have as many as I can cram into a Coach 
with me. 

Sowr. Mr. Medley, Sir, is this Hiftory ? this muſt be 
Invention. 

Med. Upon my Word, Sir. it's Fact, and I take it 
to be the moſt extraordinary Accident that has happen'd 
in the whole Year, and as well worth recording. Faith, 
Sir, let me tell you, I take it to be ominous, for if 
ve Is o on to improve in Luxury, Efteminacy and De- 


bauchery, as we have done lately, the next Age, for 


ought I know, may be more like the Children of + 
ing Italians than hardy Briton. 

All Ladies. Don't interrupt us, dear Sir. 

5 1 Lady. What mighty pretty Company they io 

? 

2 Lady. Oh, the prettieſt Company in the World. 

- 1 If one could but teach them to ſing like their 
ather 

4 Lady. I am afraid my Husband won't let me keep 
them, for he hates I ſhou'd be fond of any thing but 
himſelf, mr 

All Ladies. O the ebend Creature ! 

1 Lady. If my Husband vr2s to make any Objection to 
my having em, I'd runaway from him, and take the dear 
Babies with me. 

Meg. Come, enter Beau Dangle, 


Eꝛzter Dangle. 


Dang. Fy upon it, Ladies, what are you doing here ? 
Why are not you at the Auction, Mr. Hen has been in 
the Pulpit this half Hour? 

1 Lady. Oh, dear Mr. Een, I ask his . I never 
miſs him. 
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2 Lady. What's to be {old to-day ? 


1 Lady. Oh, 1 never mind chat; there will be all the 


World there. 
Dang. Youll find it almoſt impoſſible to get in. 
£1! Ladies. Oh! I ſhall be quite miſerable if I don't 
ct in. | 
a Dang. Then you muſt not loſe a Moment. 
All Ladies. O] not a Moment for the World. 
2 | ( Exerent Ladies. 
Med. There they are gone. | | 
Sowr. Iam glad on't with all my Heart. | 
L. Dap. Upon my Word. Mr. Medley, that laſt is an 
excceding good Scene, and full of a great deal of Polite» 
neſs, good Senſe, and Philoſuphy. 

Med. It's Nature, my Lord, it's Nature. 

Sowr, Faith, Sir, the Ladies are much oblig'd to 


you. : 
Med. Faith, Sir, it's more than I deſire ſuch Ladies, 

as | repreſent here, ſhould be; as for the nobler 

Part of the Sex tor whom I have the greateſt Ho- 


nour, their Characters can be no better ſet of, than 


by ridiculing that light, rrifling, giddy-headed Crew, 
who are a Scandle to their own Sex, and a Curie on 


ours. 


Prom. Gentlemen, you muſt make room, for the 
Curtain muſt be let down, to prepare the Auction- 
Room. 

Med. My Lord, I believe you will be beſt before 
the Curtain for we bave but little Room behind, and a 
great deal to do. 

Sowr. Upon my Word, Mr. Medley, I muſt ask you 
the ſame Queſtion which one of your Ladies did juſt 
now; what do you intend to fell at this Auction, the whole 
Stock in Trade of fome Milliner or Mercer who has 
left off Buſineſs? | 

Med. Sir, I intend to fell ſuch things as was never 
fold in any Auction before, nor ever will again; I 
can aſſure you, Mr, Sowrwi, this Scene, which I 


look | | | 
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look on as the beſt in the whole Performance, will res 


_ a very deep Attention; Sir, if you ſhould take one 


inch of Snuff during the whole Scene, you will loſe 
— 4098 by it, and yet they lie pretty deep too, and may 
eſcape Obſervation from a moderate Underſtanding, un- 
leſs very cloſely attended to. uo | 

Sowr. I hope, however. they don't lie as deep as 
the dumb Gentleman's Politicks did in the firſt Act; 
if ſo, nothing but an inſpir'd Underitanding can come 
at em. 5 

Med. Sir, this Scene is writ in Allegory, and tho' 
T have endeavour'd to make it as plain as poſſible; yet 


all Allegory will require a ſtrict Attention to be under- 


| ſtood, Sir. 
| Promp. Sir, every thing is ready. 

Med. Then draw up the Curtain — Come, enter Mrs. 
Screen, and Mrs. Barter. 


AUCTION 
SCEN E an Auction Room, a Pulbit and Forms 


placid. and ſeveral People walking about, ſome ſeated 
near the Pulpit. 


Enter Mrs. Screen and Mrs. Barter. 


Mrs. Screen. Dear Mrs. Barter. 
Mrs. Bart. Dear Madam, you are early to-day? 
Mrs. Screen. Oh, if one does not get near the Pul- 
pit, one does nothing, and J intend to buy a. great 
deal to-day ; I believe 1 ſhall buy the whole Auction, 
at 8 if things go cheap; you won't bid againſt 
me 
Mrs. Bart. You know I never bid forany thing ? 


Enter Banter and Dangle. 
Bant. That's true, Mrs. Barter, I'll be your Evi- 


dence. 
Mrs. Screen. 
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Mrs. Screen. Are you come? now I ſuppoſe we ſhall 


fkave fine Bidding ; I don't expect to buy cheaper than 
at a Shop. 


Bart. That's unkind, Mrs. Screen, you know I never 


bid againſt you; it would be cruel to bid againſt a 
Lady who trequents Auctions, only with a Heſi 

one Day or other ro make one great Auction of her 
con: No, no, I will not prevent the filling your 
Warehouſe; I aſſure you, I bid againſt no Haberdaſhers 
of all Wares. 


Mrs. Bart. You area mighty civil Perſon, truly. 
Bant. You need not take up the Cudgels, Madam, 


who are of no more Conſequence at an Auction, than a 
Mayor at a Seſſions; you only come here where you 
have nothing to do, to ſhew People you have nothing to 
2 do any where elſe. 


Mrs. Bart. I don't come to ſay rude things to all the 


World as you do. 


Bant. No, the World may thank Heaven, that did not 


give you Wit enough to do that. 


Mrs. Screen. Let him alone, he will have his Jeſt ? 
Mrs. Bart. You don't think I mind him, 1 hope; 


1 but pray, Sir, of what great Uſe is;your Friend, Mr. 


* Dangle, heic ? 


2 Bant. Oh, he is of a very great Uſe to all Women of 
: Underſtanding. | 


Dang. Ay ! of what Uſe am 1, pray? 

* Bant, To keep em at home, that they may not hear 
the filly things you ſay to em. : 

> Mrs. Screen. I hope, Mr. Banter, you will not baniſh 


; all People from Places where they are of no Conſequence z 
you will allow 'em to go to an Aſſembly, or a Maſque- 


rade, without either Playing, Dancing or Intriguing; 
you will let People go to an Opera without any Ear, 


to a Play without any Taſte, and to a Church without 
any Religion? 


| Enter 


— — — —— 
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Enter Mr. Hen Auctioneer ( bowing.) | the 
| 2 we: 
Mre. Screen Oh! dear Me. Hen, I am glad you are come, 


you are horrible late to- day. : „ it 
Hen. Madam, I am juſt mounting the Pulpit; 1 hope ala. 


you like the Catalogue, Ladies? But 
Mrs. Screen. There are fore good things here, if you this 
are not too dilatory with your Hamiaer, tler 
Pant. Boy. give me a Catalogus? Co 


Hen. ¶ in the Pulpit.] I dare ſwear, Gentlemen and H pat 
Ladies, this Auction will give general Satisfaction; . 
it is the firſt of its kind which 1 cver had the Ho- Ain 
nour to exhibit, and 1 belicve J may challenge the 6 ; 
World to produce ſome of the Curiotitics which thi FW 
choice Cabinet conizius; A 23t21OS0C of Curiofitics ; 
which were collected by the indefatigalle Pains of ta: 1 
celebrated Virmoſo, Peter Himdrum, Wig; Which 17 
will be fold by Auction, by Chriſtother Hen on Mon- 11 
day the 21ſt Day of Mirch, beginning ar Lot 1, * 
Gentlemen and Ladics, this is Lot 1. A molt curious _y 
Remnant of Political Honeſty. Who puts it up, 8. 
Gentlemen? It will wake you a very good Cloab, Mo 
you fee its both Sides alike, ſo you may turn it a2 f 
often as you will — — Come, five Pounds for this cu- Di 
rious Remnant; I allure you, ſeveral great Men have 4 
made their Birth-day Suits of the fame Piece it but 
will wear for ever, and never be the worſe tor wear- for 
ing — Five Pounds is bid — no Body more than 1 
five Pounds for this curious Piece of Political Ho- und 
neſty, five Pounds, no more [ knocks. ] Lord Both. 1 
Sides. Lot 2, a moſt delicate Piece of Patriotiſm, mię 
Gentlemen, who bids ? ten Pounds for this Piece of Pa. und 
triotiſm? | no 
1 Court. I would not wear it for a thouſand Pound. Bot 

Hen. Sir, I aſſure you, ſeveral Gentlemen at Court gen- 
have worn the fame; it's a quite different thing with - and 
in to what it is without. rt 
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1 Court. Sir, it is prohibited Goods, I ſha'nt run 
the riſque of being brought into Weſtminſter-Hall for 
wearing it. 
me, Hen. You take it for the old Patriotiſm, whereas 
it is indeed like that in nothing but the Cut, but 
ope alas! Sir, there is a great Difference in the Stuff: 
| But, Sir, I don't propoſe this for a Town Suit, 
you this is only proper for the Country; Conſider, Gen- 
I demen, what a Figure this will make at an Election 
Come, five Pound One Guinea Put 
and 1 1 by. | 
on 3} Bant. Ay, put it by, one Day or other it may be 
l. in Faſhion. 
the Hen. Lot 3. Three Grains of Modeſty : Come, La- 
thus Ji, conſider how ſcarce this valuable Commodity 


[1t425 


ti 17 
nl 19 Mrs. Sn Yes, and out of Faſhion too, Mr. Hen. 


* Hen. I ask your Pardon, Madam, it is true French 
* 1, 1 aſſure you, and never changes Colour on any Ac- 
count Half a Crown for all this Modeſty 
up. Is there not one Lady in the Room Who wants wy 
l al. A Modeſty ? 
it a: 1 Lady. Pray Sir, what is it, for I can't ſee it at this 
is cu. {Diſtance ? 
have Hen. It cannot be fo at any Diſtance, Madam, 
It but it is a beautiful Powder, which makes a fine Waſt 
wear- for the Complexion. 
than Mrs. Screen. I thought you ſaid it was true French, 
Ho- und wou'd not change the Colour of the Skin? 
Bor. | Hen. No, it will not, Madam; but it ſerves 
iſm, mighty well to bluſh hehind a Fan with, or to wear 
f Pa. under a Lady's Maſqueat a Maſquerade What, 
no Body bid Well, lay Modeſty afide — Lot 4. One 
ound. Bottle of Courage, formerly in the Poſſeſſion of Lieu- 
CourtMFenant Colonel Ezekiel Piphin, Citizen, and Alderman 
wirk- and Tallowchandler What, is there no Officer 


rious 3 


pf the Train'd Bands here? Or it will ſerve an Offi- 


der of the Army as well in Time of Peace, nay even 
Contt, 4 | C | 
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in War, Gentlemen; it will ſerve all of you who. ſel] 
out ? 

1 Off. Is the bottle whole i ? is there no Crack. of 
it? 

Hen. None, Sir, I aſſure you; tho' it has hee 3 in 
many Engagements in Tothill- Fields; nay it has rv, 
a Campaign or two in Hide-Park, ſince the Alder 
man's Heath 


it will never waſte while you ſtay 7 
at home, but it evaporates immediately if carried abroad, 


1 Off. Dama me, I don't want it; but a Man 1 


can't have too much Courage 
for it. 

Hen. Three Shillings are bid for this Bottle = 
Courage. 

1 Beau. Four. 

Bant. What do you bid for Courage for ? 


Three Shilling 


1 Beau. Not for my ſelf, but I have a Commiſſion | 


to buy it for a Lady. 
. Five. 


Hen. Five Shillings, five Shillings for all this Con 
rage; no Body more than hive Shillings ? . % 


your Name, Sir? 
1 Off. Mackdonald O Cheney, 


Hen. Lot 5, and Lot 6. All the Wit lately belong 


ing to Mr. Hugh Pantomine, Compoſer of Entertain. 1 


ments for the Play-houſes, and Mr. William Gooſequil, 


Compoſer of political Papers in Defence of a Mini- 


ſry ; ſhall I put up theſe together 

Bant. Ay, it is a pity to part them, where are 
they ? 

Hen. Sir, in the next Room, where any Gentle- 
man may fee them, but they are too heavy to bring 
in; there are near three hundred Volumes in Folio, 


Ban. Put them by, who the Devil would bid for ; 


them unleſs he was the Manager of ſome Houſe or 


other ? The Town has paid enough for their Works | 
already. 


1 
Hen. 4 
3 

*. 


1 


|. 
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Hen. Lot 7. A very neat clear Conſcience which 


has been worn by a Judge, and a Biſhop. 

Mrs. Screen. It is as clean as if it was new. 

Hen. Yes, no Dirt will ſtick to it, and pray obſerve 
how capacious it is; it has one particular Quality, put as 
much as you will into it, it is never full: Come, Gen- 
tlemen, don't be afraid to bid for this, for whoever has 
it will never be poor. 

Beau. One ENG for it. 

Hen. O fy, Sir, I am ſure you want it, for if you 
had any Conſcience, you would put it up at more than 
Come, fifty Pound for this Conſcience. 

Bant. I'll give fifty Pound to get rid of my Con- 


ſcience with all my Heart. 


Hen. Well, Gentlemen, I ſee you are reſolv'd not 


7 to bid for it, ſo 1 Il lay it by: Come, Lot 8. a very 


conſiderable Quantity of Intereſt at Court; Come, a 


4 Hundred Pound for this Intereſt at Court. 


Omnes. For me, Mr. Hen? 
Hen. A Hundred Pound is bid in a Hundred Places, 


Gentlemen. 


Beau, 'Two Hundred Pound. 
Hen. Two Hundred Pound, two Hundred and Fif- 


; = ty, three Hundred Pound, three Hundred and Fifty, 
1 four Hundred, five Hundred, fix Hundred, a Thou- 


ſand; a Thouſand Pound is bid, Gentlemen, no Body 


more than a Thouſand Pounds for this Intereft at 
1 Court; no Body more than one Thouſand? [Knocks] 
B Litileauit. 


Bax. Damn me, I * a Shop where I can buy 


ö it for leſs. 


L. Dap. Egad, you took me in, Mr. Medley, I 


4 {could not help bidding for it. 

Med. It's a ſure Sign it's Nature, my Lord, and I 
| ould not be ſurpriz'd to ſee the whole Audience ſtand 
up and bid for it too. 
| Hen. All the Cardinal Virtues, Lot 9. Come, Gen- 

tlemen, put in theſe Cardinal Virtues ? . 
Hen. 


G2 Gent. 
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Gent. Eighteen Pence. 


tues; no body more than Eighteen Pence? Eighteen 


[ Knocks. ] Your Name, Sir ? 


great deal of Wit, and a little common Senle. 


no Relation to each other. 


Hen. Well, the Senſe by itſelf; then Lot 10, A b 
I afſure you, Gentlemen, this 
is a very valuable Commodity; come, who puts it 


little common Senſe 


in? 


Med. You obſerve as valuable as it is no body bids ; 
I take this, if I may ſpeak in the Stile of a great 
Writer, to be a moſt emphatical Silence; you ſee, Mr. 
Soaurabit, no one ſpeaks againſt this Lot, and the reaſon * 
no body bids for it, is becauſe- every one thinks he 


has it. | 
Hen. Lay it by, I'll keep it my ſelf ; Lot 12. 


Medley ? Y 
Med. Now, Sir, the Sport begins: 


Enter a Gentleman laughing. | 


| | [ Huzza within. 
Bant. What's the Matter? 
Gent. There's a Sight without would kill all Man- 


| kind with laughing; Piſiol is run mad, and thinks 


—— 


2 = 8 —— ——— 


Pence for all theſe Cardinal Virtues, no body more? 
|, All theſe Virtues, Gentlemen, are going for Eighteen 7 
Pence; perhaps there is not ſo much more Virtue in the 
World, as here is, and all going for Eighteen Pence 


Gent. Sir, here's a Miſtake; I thought you had ſaid ? 
a Cardinal's Virtues, Sblood Sir, I thought to have 
bought a Pennyworth ; here's Temperance and Chaſtity, 
and a Pack of Stuff that I would not give three Far- 
things for? - 
Hen, Well, lay em by, Lot 10, and Lot 11, A 


Bant. Why do you put up theſe together? they have 9 


[ Drum beats. : 4 
Soor. Hey-day! What's to be done, now, Mr, 


5 
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Hen. Eighteen Pence is bid for theſe Cardinal Vir. 3 him 
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| I ſhou'd ſtay behind. 


2 
N 
I . 


| Stage. 


1 as he does his Parts; tho 
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bimſelf a great Man, and he's marching thro' the 
Streets with a Drum and F iddles. | 
Bant. Pleaſe Heaven, Tu 80 and ſee this Sight. 


[Ext. 
Onnes. And ſo will I. [ Exeunt. 


Hen. Nay, it every one elſe goes, I don't know w by 


[ Exit. 
L. Dap. Mr. Sowrwit, we'll go too. 


Med. If your Lordſhip will have but a little Patience 
till the Scene be chang'd, you ſhall ſee him on the 


Sowvr. Is not this Jeſt a little over- acted? 
Med. I warrant, we don't over-a& him half ſo much 


"tis not ſo much his acting 
fl Capacity, which I intend to exhibit, as his miniſte- 


4 rial. 


Socbr. His EW HEY ! 


Med. Ves, Sir, you may remember I told you has | 
fore my Rehearſal, 


that there was a fſtrit Reſem- 


A blance between the States Political and Theatrical ; 


there is a Miniſtry in the latter as well as the former, 


and I believe as weak a Miniſtry as any poor King- 


dom cou'd ever boaſt of; Parts are given in the lat- 
ter to Actors, with much the ſame Regard to Ca- 


4 bci as Places in the former have ſometimes been, 


in former Ages I mean; and tho? the Publick damn 
7 both, yet while they both receive their Pay, they 
{lang at the Publick behind the Scenes; and if one 
122 the Plays that come from one Part, and 
the Writings from the other, one would be apt to 
think the ſame Authers were retain'd in both: But, 
come, change the Scene into the Street, and then en- 
ter Piſtol cum ſurs Hitherto, Mr. Sosvrævit, as we 
Y have had only to do with inferior Characters, ſuch as 
Beaux and Tailors, and fo forth, we have dealt in the 
* Profaick ; now we are going to introduce a more 


* conſiderable Perſon, « our Muſe will riſe in her Stile: 
C3 


Now, 
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Now, Sir, for a Taſte of the ſublime ; come, enter, 


Piſtol. [Drum beats and Fiddles play Br 
Enter Piſtol and Mob. 4 We 
up 

Pift, Aſſociates, Brethren, Countrymen and Friends, 
Partakers with us in this glorious Enterprize, he 
Which for our Conſort we have undertaken ; = ſta 


It grieves'us much, yes by the Gods it does! 
That we whoſe great Ability and Parts 
Have rais'd us to this Pinnacle of Power, — 
Entitling us Prime Miniſter Theatrical; | 
That we ſhou'd with an Upſtart of the Stage 
OContend ſucceſleſs on our Conſort's Side; 
But tho), by juſt hereditary Right 

We claim a lawleſs Power, yet for ſome Reaſons, 
Which to our ſelt we keep as yet conceal'd : | 
Thus to the Publick, deign we to appeal; g 
Hhehold how humbly the Great Pi/to/ kneels. 1 
Say then, Oh Town, is it your Royal Will, 6 

| That my Great Conſort repreſent the Part 1 M 
| Of Polly Peachum in the Beggar's Opera ? : 


ac 


[Meb hiſs. the 
| Pift. Thanks to the Town, that Hiſs ſpeaks their | 


N Aſſent; WW kh 
[ Such was the Hiſs that ſpoke the great Applauſe, 4 the 
| Our mighty Father met with, when he brought A wh 
His Ridale on the Stage; ſuch was the Hits, "2 W. 
| Welcom'd his Cæſar to the Agyptian Shore: n 
Such was the Hiſs, in which Great John ſhou d . ay 

| „ Expir'd: 3 
| But, * do I try in vain to number the 
Thoſe glorious Hiſſes, which from Age to Age wh 
Our Family has born triumphant from the Stage ? — 


Med. Get thee gone for the prettieſt Hero that ever . 
was ſhown on any Stage. | [Exit Piſtol. f Py 


Secur. Short and ſweet, faith, what, are we to have JÞ 
no more of him? Jt” 


0 M WY | 
* 


he © 
* * 
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Med. Ay, ay, Sir; he's only gone to take a little 
Breath. 

L. Dap. If you pleaſe, Sir, in the mean Time, 
we'll go take a little Fire, for 'tis confounded cold 
upon the Stage. | 

Med. 1 wait upon your Lordſhip: Stop the Re- 
hearſal a few Moments, we'll be back again in- 


ſtantly. [ Exeunt. : 


ACT Hl. 
SCENE I. 
Enter Medley, Sowrwit and Lord Dapper. 


Med. OW, my Lord, for my modern Apollo: 


Come, make all things ready, and draw 
the Scene as ſoon as you can. 


Sowr. Modern, why modern? You Common- Place 


» Satiriſts are always endeavouring to perſuade us, that 
the Age we live in, is worſe than any other has been, 
whereas Mankind have differ'd very little ſince the 
World began; for one Age has been as bad as ano- 


ther. 


Med. Mr. Socurgbit, I do not deny that Men have 
been always bad enough ; Vice and Folly are not 


the Invention of our Age; but I will maintain, that 


F 
4, 


ever 
ſtol. 
nave 


led. = 


what I intend to ridicule in the following Scene, is 
the whole and ſole Production and Invention of ſome 
People now living ; and faith, let me tell you, tho? 
perhaps the Publick may not be the better for it, it is 
an Invention exceeding all the Diſcoveries of every 
Philoſopher or Mathematician, from the Beginning of 
the World to this Day. | EE 

Sour. Ay, pray what is it? 


C 4 Med. 


t-, 
1 
7 
y 
| 
: 


— — L 


24 The Hiſtorical Regiſter. 
Med. Why, Sir, it is a Diſcovery lately faund out, 


that a Man of great Parts, Learning, and Virtue, is 


fit for no Employment whateyer; that an Eſtate ren- 
ders a Man unfit to be truſted, that being a Block- 
head is a Qualification for Buſineſs ; that Honeſty 1s 


the only Sort of Folly for which a Man ought to be 


utterly neglected and contemnd. And Bur 


here is the Inventor himſelf. 


SCENE draws, and, diſcovers Apollo in a great 
Chair, ſurrounded by Attendants. | 


Come, bring him forward, that the Audience may 
ſee and hear- him: You muſt know, Sir, this is a 
Baſtard of Apollo, begotten on that beautiful Nymph 


Moria, who fold Oranges to Theſp:s's Company, or [ 


rather Cart load of Comedians; and being a great 
Favourite of his Father's, the old Gentleman ſettled 
upon him the entire Direction of all our Play-houſes 
and poetical Performances whatever. 

Apol. Prompter. 

Promp. Sir. 

Apol. Is there any thing to be done? 

Promp. Yes, Sir, this Play to be caſt. 

Apol. Give it me. The Life and Death of King 
—4 written by Shakeſpear: Who can act the 
Ling ? 

Promp. Piſtol, Sir, he loves to act it behind the 
Scenes. : 

Apol. Here are a parcel of Exgliſb Lords. 

Promp. Their Parts are but of little Conſequence, I 
will take care to caſt them. 

pol. Do, but be ſure you give them to Actors, 
who will mind their Cues Faulconbridge ——- 


* 


What ſort of a Character is he? 

Promp. Sir, he is a Warrior, my Couſin here 
will do him very well. 
i Play. I do a Warrior! I never learnt to fence. 


Atol. 
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Apel. No Matter, you will have no Occaſion to fight; 


can you look fierce, and ſpeak well ? 


7 than your ſelf 
| this Robert? 


* Pomfret, a Prophet 


e 


I Play, Boh! 
Apol. 1 would not deſire a better Warrior in the Houſe 
Robert Faulconbridge What, is 


Promp. Really, Sir, I don't well know what he is, 
his chief Deſire ſeems to be for Land, I think; he is 
no very conſiderable Character, any Body may do him 


well enough ; or if you leave him quite out, the Play 


will be little the worſe for it. 
Aol. Well, I'll leave it to you Peter of 


looks like a Prophet? 
Promp. I have one that looks like a Fool. 
Apol. He'll do- Philip of France. 


* Promp. 1 have caſt all the French Parts, except the 
Ambaſſador. | 


Apol. Who ſhall do it? His Part is but ſhort, have 


vou never a good genteel Figure, and one that can dance? 
for as the Engliſb are the politeſt People in Europe, it 
will be mighty proper that the Ambaſſador ſhould be 
able at his Arrival to entertain them with a Jig or 
two. 


Promp. Truly, Sir, here are Abundance of Dancing- 


2 maſters in the Houſe, who do little or nothing for their 


Money. 


Apol. Give it to one of them; ſee that bs has a little 


3 Drollery tho! in him, for Shateſpear ſeems to have in- 
'* tended him as a ridiculous Character, and only to make 


2 the Audience laugh. 


Sowr. What's that, Sir? Do you affirm that Shake- 


} fpear intended the Ambaſſador Chatilion a ridiculous 
Character? 


Med. No, Sir, I don . | 
Sowwr. Oh, Sir, your humble Servant, then I miſ- 


Med, 


Have you any Body that 
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- Med. Ves, Sir, but I ſhall not ſtand to all he 


"Vic 
Sowr. But, Sir, you ſhou'd not put a wrong Sent - | 
ment into the Mouth of the God of Wit. 


Med. I tell you, he is the God only of obs | 1 


I 
= 


Wit, and he has a very juſt Right to be God of 


moſt of the modern Wits that T know; of ſome 
who are lik'd for their Wit; of ſome who are pre- 


ferr'd for their Wit; of ſome who live by their 


Wit; of thoſe ingenious Gentlemen who damn Plays, | 


and thoſe who write them too perhaps. 
one of his Votaries; come, enter, enter 
Mr. Ground- Iæiy. 


Enter Ground-Ivy. 
Ground. What are you doing here? 


pci. J am caſting the Parts in the Tragedy of 
King John. 


Ground. Then you are caſting the Parts in a Tra- 3 


gedy that won't do. 


Apel. How, Sir! Was it not written by Shaleftear, 1 
and was not Shakeſpear one of the greateſt Genius's 


that ever lived ? 


' Ground. No, Sir, Shakeſpear was a pretty F ellow, | q 
and ſaid ſome things which only want a little of my J 
ll licking to do well enough; King John, as now writ, 
| will not do—But a Word in your Ear, I will make 


him do. 
Apol. How ? 


Ground. By Alteration, Sir, it was a Maxim of 


mine, when I was at the Head of Theatrical Affairs, 


that no Play, tho' ever fo good, would do without 
For inſtance, in the Play before us, the 7 
Baſtard Faulconbridge is a moſt effeminate Character, for 
which Reaſon I would cut him out, and put all his 
Sentiments in the Mouth of Corſiance, who is ſo 
Let me tell you, 
Mr. Apollb, Propriety of Character, Dignity of Dic- 


tion, 


Alteration 


much properer to ſpeak them 


/ 


Here comes | 
Enter 


tio! 


_ of | 
me 


dre- 


ew 


ys, | 


mes 
mer 
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tion, and Emphaſis of Sentiment are the things I chiefly 


2 conſider on theſe Occaſions. 


Promp. I am only afraid as Shakefpear is ſo popular 


an Author, and you, aſking your Pardon, ſo unpo- 


ular. 

Ground. Damn me, I'll write to the Town and de- 
fire them to be civil, and that in ſo modeſt a manner, 
that an Army of Cofſacks ſhall be melted: Þ'lI tell 
them that no Actors are equal to me, and no Authors 


ever were ſuperior : And how do you think I can in- 


ſinuate that in a modeſt manner? 

Promp. Nay, faith, I can't tell. 

Ground. Why, TÞ'll tell them that the former only 
tread on my Heels, and that the greateſt among the 
latter have been damn'd as well as my ſelf; and af- 
ter that, what do you think of your Popularity ? I can 


tell you, Mr. Prompter, I have ſeen things carried in 
the Houſe againſt the Voice of the People before to 
Day. 


Apol. Let them hiſs, let them hiſs, and grumhle as 


much as they pleaſe as long as we get their Money. 


Med. There, Sir, is the Sentiment of a great Man, 


and worthy to come from the great Apollo himſelf. 


Soor. He's worthy his Sire, indeed, to think of this 


Gentleman for altering Shake/pear. 


Med. Sir, I will maintain this Gentleman as proper 
as any Man in the Kingdom for the Buſineſs. 

Sowwr. Indeed! 5 | 

Med. Ay, Sir, for as Shatefpear is already good 


enough for People of Taſte, he muſt be alter'd to the 
Palates of thoſe who have none; and if you will grant 
that, who can be properer to alter him for the worſe? | 
But if you are fo zealous in old Shate/pear's Cauſe, per- 


haps you may find by-and-by all this come to no- 


thing ——Now for P//el. 


Piſtal 
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w 
Piſtol enters, and overturns his Father. 3 — 
Ground. Pox on't, the Boy treads cloſe on my of 
Heels in a literal Senſe. . ren 
Piſt. your Pardon, Sir, why will you not obey nif, 
Vour Son's Advice, and give him ſtill his way; w. 
For you, and all who will oppoſe his Force, 4 goc 
Muſt be o erthrown in his triumphant Courſe. =; 
Sewwr. I hope, Sir, your Piſtol is not intended to bur- this 
leſque Shakeſpear. | = 


Med. No, Sir, J have too great an Honour for Shake- 3 wh 
ear to think of burleſquing him, and to be ſure tha 
of not burleſquing him, I will never attempt to alter an 
him, for fear of burleſquing him by Accident, as per- Yo 


| haps ſome others have done. vol 
"if Dap. Piſtol is the young Captain. | ple 
| Med. My Lord, Piſtol is every inſignificant Fellow 7 
| 


in Town, who fancies himſelf of great Conſequence, 2 - , 
and is of none; he is my Lord Piſtol, Captain Piſtol, * 
Counſellor Piſtol, Alderman Piſtol, Beau Piſtol, and 7 


d Odo, what was I going to fay ? Come, 

O On. | | 4 
Apol. Prompter, take care that all things well go on; 

We will retire, my Friend, and read King John. L lit 


: | | [ Exeunt. $3 | 
Soavr. To what purpoſe, Sir, was Mr. Piſtol intro- ſpo 
duced ? | | \ 4 ha 
Med. To no purpoſe at all, Sir; it's all in Cha- —ſoo 
rafter, Sir, and plainly ſhews of what mighty Conſe- 


quence he is And there ends my Article from tho 
the Theatre, | . 7 the 
Sour. Hey-day ! What's become of your twa 7 
Polhs? ſha 
Med. Damn'd, Sir, damn'd; they were damn'd at 
my firſt Rehearſal, for which Reaſon I have cut them can 


out; and to tell you the Truth, I think the Town he 
has honour'd 'em enough with talking of em for a 

whole Month; tho', faith, I believe it was owing to 
their having nothing elſe to talk of. Well, now fo! 
SS my 
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my Patriots—You will obſerve, Mr. Sozwravit, that I 
2 place my Politicians and my Patriots at oppoſite Ends 
of my Piece, which I do, Sir, to ſhew the wide Diffe- 
rence between them; I begin with my Politicians to ſig- 
nify that they will always have the Preference in the 
World to Patriots, and I end with Patriots to leave a 
good Reliſh in the Mouths of my Audience. „ 
Soavr. Ay? by your Dance of Patriots, one would 
Ir- think you intended to turn Patriotiſm into a Jeſt. 
Med. So I do—But don't you obſerve I conclude the 
ke. whole with a Dance of Patriots? which plainly intimates 
ire that when Patriotiſm is turn'd into a Jeſt, there is 
ter an End of the whole Play: Come, enter four Patriots 
er- Vou obſerve I have not ſo many Patriots as Politicians ; 
you will collect from thence that they are not ſo 
plenty. 
ow Soaor. Where does the Scene lie now, Sir? 
ce, - Med. In Corfica, Sir, all in Corfica. 


— 2 Enter four Patriots from different Doors, who meet in 
me, the Center and ſhake Hands. 


on; 3} FSowwr. Theſe Patriots ſeem to equal your greateſt Po- 
= liticians in their Silence. | 
unt. Med. Sir, what they think now, cannot well be 
> ſpoke, but you may conjecture a great deal from their 
2 ſhaking their Heads; they will ſpeak by-and-by — as 
ſoon as they are a little heated with Wine: You cannot, 
nſe- | however, expect any great Speaking in this Scene, for 
rom tho' I do not make my Patriots Politicians, I don't make 
them Fools. 
two Sowr. But, methinks, your Patriots are a Set of 
ſhabby Fellows. | 
d at Med. They are the cheaper dreſs'd ; beſides, no Man 
hem can be too low for a Patriot, tho perhaps it is poſſible 
'own he may be too high. 
or a 1. Patr, Proſperity to Corfica, 


go = 


\ 
= 
* 


2 Pater. 
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2'Patr. Liberty and Property. | 
3 Patr. Succels to Trade. | 


4 Parr. Ay, to Trade— to Trade— particularly w 


my Shop. 


Sour. Why do you ſuffer that Actor to fland laugh- 


ing behind the Scenes, and interrupt your Re- 
hearſal ? | 
Med. O, Sir, he ought to be there, he's a laugh- 


ing in his Sleeve at the Patriots; he's a very conſfi- Þ 


derable' Character and has much to do by. Þ 


and-by. 


him. 


and can ſtand the Hiſſes of them all, I choſe him par. 
ticularly for the Part— Go on; Patriots. 

1 Patr. Gentlemen, I think this our Iſland of Corſa 
is an ill State, I do not ſay we are actually in War, for 
that we are not; but however we are threatned with it 
daily, and why may not the Apprehenſion of a War, 
like other Evils, be worſe than the Evil itſelf; for my 

this I will fay, this I will venture to fay, 
'Thar let what will happen I will drink a Health 
to Peace. . 

Med. This Gentleman is the noiſy-Patriot, who 
drinks and roars for his Country, and never does either 
Good or Harm in ii The next is the cautious- 
Patriot. | | | 

2 Parr. Sir, give me your Hand; there's Truth in 
what you ſay, and I will pledge you with all my Soul, 
but remember it is all under the Roſe. 


3 Patr. Look'ee, Gentlemen, my Shop is my Coun- 


try, I always meaſure the Proſperity of the latter by 
that of the former. My Country is either richer or 
Poorer, in my Opinion, as my I rade riſes or falls; 
therefore, Sir, I cannot agree with you that a War 


wou'd 


Sozvr. Methinks the Audience ſhon'd know that, N 
or perhaps they may miſtake him as I did, and his Þ 


Med. If they ſhow'd, he's a pure impudent Felon, 


Me eee, 


Ya I. it e ia; 
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wou'd be diſſerviceable: On the contrary I think it the 
only way to make my Country flouriſh ; for as. I am 
a Sword-Cutler, it would make my Shop flouriſh, ſo 
here's to War, | 

Med. This is the Self-intereſted-Patriot, and now 
ycu ſhall hear the fourth and laſt kind, which is the 
Irdolent-Patriot, one who acts as I have ſeen a pru- 
dent Man in Company fall aſleep at the begun of 
a Fray, and never wake till the end on't. 

4 Patr. [Waking] Here's to Peace or War, I do 


rot care which. 


. 
PPP 


. tee cs 
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Soavr. So this Gentleman being neutral, Peace has 
jt two to one. 

Med. Perhaps neither ſhall have it, perhaps I have 
found a way to reconcile both Parties: But go on. 

1 Patr. Can any one, who is a F riend to Corfica, 
wiſh for War, in our preſent Circumſtances ? — I de- 
fire to aſk you all one Queſtion, Are we not a Set of 
miſerable poor Dogs ? | 

Omnes. Ay, ay. 

3 Patr. That 'we are ſure enough, that no body 
wil deny... © 


Enter Quidam. 


Quid. Ves, Sir, I deny it. [LA fart.] Nay, Gen- 
tlemen, let me not diſturb you, I beg you will all fit 
down, I am come to drink a Glaſs with you — Can 
Corſica be poor while there is this in it? [ Lays a Parſe 
en the Table.) Nay, be not afraid of it, Gentlemen, 
it is honeſt Gold I aſſure you; you are a ſet of poor 
Dogs, you agree, I ſay you are not, for this is all 
yours, there, [ Pours it on the Table.] take it among 
you. 

1 Patr. And what are we to do for it ? 

Juid. Only ſay you are rich, that's all. , 

Ones. Oh, if that be all! [They ſnatch the Money. 
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Puid. Well, Sir, what is your Opinion now? tell | 


me freely. 

1 Pair. I will, a Man may be in the wrong through 
Ignorance, but he's a Raſcal who ſpeaks with o 
Eyes againſt his. Conſcience— I own I thought we 
were poor, but, Sir, you have convinc'd me that we 
are rich. 

Omnes. We are all convinc'd. 

Quid. Then you are all honeſt F cltows, and here 
is to your Healths, and ſince the Bottle is out, hang 
Sorrow, caſt away care, e'en take a Dance and | 
will play you a tune on the Fiddle. 

Omnes. Agreed. 

1 Patr. Strike up when you will, we are ready to 
attend your Motions. 


[ Dance here; Quidam dances out, and they all | 


dance after him. 

Med. Perhaps there may be ſomething intended by 
this Dance which you don't take. 
Sonor. Ay, what prithee ? 

Med. Sir, every one of theſe Patriots have a Hole in 
their Pockets, as Mr. Quidam the Fiddler there knows, 
ſo that he intends to make them dance till all the 
Money is fall'n through, which he will pick up again, 

and fo not loſe one Half. penny by his Generoſity; 
ſo far from it, that he will get his Wine for nothing, 
and the poor People, alas! out. of their own Pockets, 
pay the whole Reckoning. This, Sir, I think is a very 
pretty Pantominz Trick, and an ingenious Burleſque on 
all the Fourberries which the great Lu has exhibited in 
all his Entertainments: And ſo ends my Play, my Farce, 


or what you pleaſe to call it; may I hope it has your 


Lordſhip's Approbation ? 

LI. Dap. Very pretty, indeed, it's very pretty. 
Med. Then my Lord, I hope I ſhall have your En- 

couragement; for things in this Town do not always 


ſucceed 3 to their Merit; there is a Vogue, 


my 


8 PPP 


re 
ng 


path EH, rt 94> 126th, 


ee — 


lay a laſting Obligation on me: And you, Mr. Sowwr- 
wit, I hope, will ſerve me among the Criticks, that 


I may have no elaborate Treatiſe writ to prove that | 


2 Farce of three Acts is not a regular Play of Five. 
Lafily to you Gentlemen, whom I have not the Ho- 
nour :0 know, who have pleas'd to grace my Rehears 


ſal; and you Ladies, whether you be Shaleſpear's 


adics, or Beaumont and Fletcher's Ladies, I hope you 
yill make Allowances for a Rehearſal ? 


And kindly all report us to the Town ; : 
No borrow'd nor no ſtol'n Goods we've ſhown, 
If witty, or if dull, our Play's dur own, 
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my Lord, which if you will bring me into, you will 
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Maſe, 


Actors, 


Gentlemen, Mir. Mr. Machen. i ar" 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mrs. Charte. 


Spatter, 
a Mr. Lacy. 


 Sowrwit, 
Lord Dapper, 
Pillage, 
Honeſtus, 


Mr Louther. 
Mr. Pullen. 


Mr. Ward. 
Mr. Roberts. 
Mr. Davis. 
Mrs. Haywood, 


Mr. Blakes. 


Mr. Topping. 
Mr, Woodburn. 
Mr. Machen. | 


' — 


Mr. Jones. 


Mr. Woodburn. 


EuRT DICE Hiss'D, 
= ET 
A Worn to the Wis. 
Enter Spatter, Sowrwit, and Lord Dapper. 


S PAT TEX. 
Y Lord, I am extremely obliged to you for 
the Honour you ſhew me in ſtaying to the 
Rehearſal of my Tragedy : I hope it will 
pleaſe your Lordſhip, as well as Mr. Mead. 
2 ys Comedy has, for I aſſure you it's ten 
times as ridiculous ? | g „ 
3 Sor, Is it the Merit of a Tragedy, Mr. Spatter, to 
be ridiculous'?” * 3 | | 
'* Cpat. Yes, Sir, of ſuch Tragedies as mine; and I 
think you, Mr. Seaurævit, will grant me this, that a 


; 
| there is more Merit in making the Audience laugh, than 
in ſetting them aſleep- TO 
L. Das. I beg, Sir, you would begin, or I ſha'nt get 
my Hair powder d before Dinner; for I am always four 
Hours about it. | „ | 5 
3 Sowr. Why, pr ythee, what is this Tragedy of thine ? 
Spat. Sir, it is the Damnation of Eurydice ; I fancy, 
Mr. Sowravit, you will allow I have choſe this Sub- 
Ra very cunningly, for as the Townwhave damn'd 


Tragedy had better be ridiculous than dull; and that | 


— — — — 
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my Play for their own Sakes, they will not damn the Cr 
Damnation of it. | Sp 


Sewr, Faith, I muſt confeſs, there is ſomething af Sor 
ſingular Modeſty in the Inſtance. 


Spat. And of fingujar Prudence too; what fignifi Spe 
denying the Fact after Sentence, and dying with 2 1 
Lye in your Mouth ? No, no, rather, like a good pi. * 
ous Criminal, rejoice, that in being put to ſhame, you 5 
make ſome Atonement for your Sins; and I hope w 1 
do ſo in the following Play, for it is, Mr. Sororwit, 7 
of a moſt inſtructive Kind, and conveys to us a beau : 
tiful Image of the Inſtability of Human Greatrek, #? + A 
and the Uncertainty of Friends. You ſee here the 1 7 
Author of a mighty Farce at the very Top and Pin. es 
nacle of Poetical, or rather, Farcical Greatneſs, o. 1 
low'd, flatter'd and ador'd by a Croud of Dependants: Þ* G 

On a ſudden Fortune changing the Scene, and hi 1 
Farce being damn'd, you ſee him become the Scom oi 
his Admirers, and deſerted and abandon'd by all thoe 
Who courted his Favour, and appear'd the foremoſt u 
uphold and protect him. Draw the Scene, and diſcovey * To 
Mr. Pillage. „ [Scene draw}? 5 
Soor. Who is he ? = 1 chat 

Spat. The Author of the Farce. | ey 

Sowy, A very odd Name for an Author. 17 

Spat. Perhaps you will not remain long in that Oy. gal 
nion: But Silence. . ; | lin 

Pil. Who'd wiſh to be the Author of a Farce, 1 
Surrounded daily by a Croud of Actors, 1 
Gaping for Parts, and never to be ſatisfied; 1 
Vet, jay the Wiſe, in loftier Seats of Life, _ 
Solicitation is the chief Reward ; | SO 


And Welſy's ſelf, that mighty Miniſter, | n 
In the full Height and Zenith of his Power, 5 


| | | | - 
Amid a Croud of Sycophants and Slaves, — 
Was but perhaps the Author of a Farce, 


Perhaps a damn'd one too. Tis all a Cheat, j 
Some Men play little Farces, and ſome greaf, [Exit 
Spat. Now for the Levee. | 5 1 : 
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Serbr. Whoſe Levee, Sir ? 
pat. My Poet's, Sir. | | 
S$>wr, Sdeath, Sir, did ever any Mortal hear of a 


of 4 
S Poet's Levee ? 


Sat. Sir, my Poet is a very great Man. 


nile S$zwvr. And pray, Sir, of what Sort of People do 


you compoſe your great Man's Levee ? 
Spat. Of his Dependant's, Sir: Pray of what Sort 


yuh ot People are all great Mens Levee compos'd ? I have 


been forc'd, Sir, to do a ſmall Violence to Hiſtory, 
and make my great Man not only a Poet, but a Maſter 


; of a Play houſe, ' and ſo, Sir, his Levee is compos'd 


Jof Actors ſoliciting for Parts, Printers for Copies, Box- 


5 | :2evers, Scenemen, Fidlers and Candle-ſnuffers. And 
e now, Mr. Sowrwit, do you think I could have compos'd 
n. bis Levee of properer Company? Come, enter, enter, 


Gentlemen. 
his 


[The Levee enters, and range themſelves ta a ridi- 


4 1 culous Tune. | 
"IM Enter Pillage. 
1 42. Sir, you have promis'd me a Part a long 


; Timg : If you had not intended to employ me, it 


4 = I might have turn'd my ſelf to ſome Trade or 

x Ctaer. | 

Pil. Sir, one Farce cannot find Parts for all; but you 

ſmall be provided for in time. You muſt have Patience; 

I intend to exhibit ſeveral Farces, depend on me you ſhall 

have a Part. | | 

1 44, I humbly thank you. 

q. 2 Act. Sir, I was to have had a principal Part long 

80. | 

Pil. Speak to me before the Parts are caſt, and L 
will remember you in my next Farce ; I ſhall exhibit 

ſeveral. I am very glad to ſee you, you remember 

my Farce is to [To 3d Aor.] come on to-day, and will 

lend me your Hands. | 

3 48. Depend on me. 


en "FOE I 
| would have been kind in you to let me know it, 


Pil. 


Jo Evxvnpice Hide: Or, 


Pil. And you, Sir, I hope, will clap heartily; 
4 Af. Deel o my Sal, but I will. _. 
Pil. Be ſure, and get into the Houſe as ſoon as the 
Doars are open. 
4 42. Fear me not, I will but get a Bet of Denner, 
and I will be the firſt in the Huſe but 
# il. What, Sir ? 
4 42. I want Money to buy a Pair of Gloves. 
Pil. I will order it you out of the Office. 
4 42. De el o my Sal, but I will clap every gud 
thing, till I bring the Huſe down. 
Pil. That won't do: Ihe Town of its own accord 
will applaud what they like; you muſt ſtand by me, 
when they diſlike I don't defire any of you to clap Þ* 
unleſs when you hear a Hiſs let that he your Cue for 
Clapp 1 
22 J. We "Nl obſerve. 3 
5 Af. But, Sir, I have not . enough to get 
into the Houſe. 
Pil. I cannot diſburſe it. þ 
5 Act. But I hope you will a your Promiſes, } 
Sir. 1 
Pil. Some other Time, you ſee I am buſy— 
| What are your Commands, Sir? 


* Print. Sir, I'll give you the moſt Money. 
Pil. [To 2d Printer, whiſpering.) You ſhall have it. 
Oh! I am heartily glad to ſee you, [Taker 
Vim aſide.] You know my Farce comes on to-day, and 
I have many Enemies; I hope you will ſtand by me. 
| Poet. Depend on me, never fear your Enemies, 
| Tl warrant we make more Noiſe than they. 
| Pit. Thou art a very honeſt Fellow. 

[Shaking him by the Hand. 
Poet. I am always proud to ſerve bu. 
Fi. I wiſh you would let me ſerve you, I wiſh you 
(| Fire turn Actor, and accept of a Part in ſome of my 

arces. 


Paci. 


I Print. I am a r. and deſire to print your I | 


I not, III hiß it, tho I hiſs alone. 


A WorD fo the Wisx. 
Poet. No, I thank you, I don't intend to come upon 
the Stage, my ſelf; but I defire you would let me re- 
commend this handſome, genteel young Fellow to act the 
Part of a fine Gentleman. 
Pil. Depend on it, he ſhall do the very firſt I bring on 
theStage : I dare ſwear, Sir, his Abilities are ſuch that the 
Town will be obliged to us both for producing them. 

Poet. I hope ſo, but I muſt take my leave of you, for 
I am to meet a ſtrong Party that I have engaged for your 
Service. - 

P;]. Do, do, be ſure, do clap heartily. 

Piet. Fear not, I warrant we bring you off trium- 


N | phart. [ Exeunt. 


Fil. Then I defy the Town, if by my Friends, 


0 Againſt their Liking, I ſupport my Farce, 
And fill my loaded Pockets with their Pence; 
Let Aſter- ages damn me if they pleaſe. 


Sour. Well, Sir, and pray what do you principally in- 


tend by this Levee Scene? | 
'} Spar. Sir, I intend firſt to warn all future Authors 
> from depending ſolely on a Party to ſupport them a- 
gainſt the Judgment of the 'Town. Secondly, Shew- 
ing that even the Author of a Farce may have his Atten- 
dants and Dependants; I hope greater Perſons may 
ur learn to deſpiſe them, which may be a more uſeful . 
Moral than you may apprehend ; for perhaps the mean 
Ambition of being worſhipp'd, flatter'd and attended by 
ſuch Fellows as theſe, may have led Men into the worſt 
of Schemes from which they could promiſe themſelves 
little more. 5 | | 


Enter Honeſtus. 


Hon. You ſent me word that you deſir'd to ſee me. 
Pil. I did, Honeftus, for my Farce appears 


This Day upon the Stage—and I intreat 
2 Your Preſence in the Pit, to help to applaud it. 


Hon: Faith, Sir, my Voice ſhall never be corrupt. 
If I approve your Farce, I will applaud it ; 


Pil. Now, by my Soul, I hope to ſee the Time, 


my 


42 ERV DIE Hifd: Or, 


When none ſhall dare to hiſs within the Houſe. 
Hon. I rather hope to ſee the Time, when none 
Shall come prepar'd to cenſure or applaud, 
But Merit alway bear away the Prize. 
If you have Merit, take your Merit's Due; 
If not, why ſhould a Bungler in his Art, 
Keep off ſome better Genius from the Stage ? 
I tell you, Sir, the Farce you act to-night, 
Idon't approve, nor will the Houſe, unleſs 
Your Friends by Partiality prevail. 
Beſides, you are moſt impolitick to affront 
The Army in the Beginning of your Piece ; 
Your Satire is unjuſt, I know no Ghoſt | 
Of Army-Beaus, unleſs of your own making. 
Sowwr. What do you mean by that? 
Spat. Sir, in the Farce of Eurydice, a Ghoſt of * 
Army-Beau was brought on the Stage. 
Soaur. Oh! ay, I remember him. 
Pil. J fear them not, I have ſo many Friends, 
That the Majority will ſure be mine. | 
Hon. Curſe on this way of carrying things by Friends, 
This Bar to Merit, by ſuch unjuſt Means, 
A Play's Succeſs, or ill Succeſs is known, 
And fix'd before it has been try'd 1'th* Houſe ; 
Yet grant it ſhou'd ſucceed, grant that by Chance, 
Or by the Whim and Madneſs of the Town, 
A Farce without Contrivance, without Senſe, 
Should run to the Aſtoniſhment of Mankind ; 
Think how you will be read in Aſter- times, 
When Friendsare not, and the impartial Judge 
Shall with the meaneſt Scribbler rank your Name; 
Who would not rather wiſh a Butler's Fame, 
Diſtreſs'd, and poor in every thing but Merit, 
'Than be the blundering Laureat to Court ? | 
Pil. Not I— On me, ye Gods, beſtow the Pence, 
And give your Fame to any Fools you pleaſe. 
Hon. Your Love of Pence ſufficiently you ſhew, 
By raiſing ſtill your Prices on the Town. 
Pil. The Town for their own Sakes thoſe Prices Pay, 
Which the additional Expence demands. 
an, 
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The Town paid leſs. 


| They therefore ſhou'd decide what they will pay for. 


£ Like a juſt Critick, to give Worth Applauſe, 
But damn you if you write againft our Laws. [ Exit. 
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Hon. Then give us a good Tragedy for our Money, 
And let not Harlequin ſtill pick our Pockets, 9 

With his low paltry Tricks, and juggling Cheats, 

Which any School-Boy was he on the Stage, 
Could do as well as he————In former Times, | 
When better Actors acted better Plays, ; 


Pil. We have more Actors now. | 
Hin. Ay, many more, I'm certain, than you need. 

Make your additional Expence apparent, 

Let it appear quite neceſſary too, 

And then, perhaps, they'll grumble not to pay. 
Fil. What is a Manager whom the Publick rule? 
Hon. The Servant of the Publick, and no more: 

For tho' indeed you ſee the Actors paid, 

Yet from the Peoples Pockets come the Pence, 


Pil. If you aſſiſt me on this Trial Day, 
You may aſſure yourſelf a Dedication. 
Hon. No Bribe——T go impartial to your Cauſe, 


Pil. I wiſh I cou'd have gain'd one honeſt Man 
Sure to my Side——But ſince the Attempt is vain, 
Numbers muſt ſerve for Worth; the Veſſel fails 
With equal rapid Fury and Succels, 
Born by the fouleſt Tide, as cleareſt Stream. 
Euter Valet de Chambre. 
Val. Your Honour's Mule 
Is come tq wait upon you. 
Pil. Shew her in. | 
I gueſs ſhe comes to chide me for Neglect, 
Since twice two Days have paſt fince I invok'd her. 
Enter Muſe. | 
Sowy. The Devil there have ! This is a mighty pret- 
ty Way the Gentleman has found out to inſinuate his Ac- _ 
quaintance with the Muſes ; though, like other Ladies, 
1 believe they are often wrong d by Fellows who brag of | 
Favours they never receiv'd. 


Py. 
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Pil. Why wears my gentle Muſe ſo ſtern a Brow ? 
Why awful thus af: ſhe to appear, 


Where the delighted to be ſo ſeren: ? 


Muſe. And doſt thou aſk, thou Traytor, doſt thou a? 


Art thou not conſcious of the Wrongs J bear, 
Negletted, lighted for a freſher Muſe ? 
I, whoſe fond Heart too eaſily did yield 


My Virgin Joys and Honour to thy Arms, 
and bore thee Paſuin. 


Pi]. Where will this Fury end ? 
Muje. Aſk thy baie Heart, whoſe is Eurydice? 
Pil. By all that's great, begotten on no Muſe, 
The trifling Offspring of an idle Hour, 
When yon were abſcut, far below your Care. 
Muſe. Can I believe you had her by no Muſe? * 
Pil. Ay, by your Love, and more, by mine you ſhall; 
My raptur'd Fancy ſhall again enjoy thee ; 
Cure all thy Jealouſies, and eaſe thy Fears. 
Mufe. Wilt thou? make . then thy Pen andlnk. 
Pil. Oh, they are ever 3 when they fail, 
Mayſt thou forſake me, =_x thou then inſpire 
The blundering Brain of Scribblers, who for Hire 
Would write away their Country's Liberties. 
Maſe. Oh name not Wretches ſo below the Maſe ; 
No, my dear Pillage, ſooner will I whet 
The Ordinary of Nezwgeze's lenden Quill ; 
Sooner will I indite the annual Verſe, 
Which City Bellmen, or Court Laureats ſing 3 
Sooner with thee in humble Garret dwell, 
And thou, or elſe thy Muſe diſclaims thy Pen, 
Would'ſt ſooner ſtarve, ay, even in Priſon Rarve, 
Than vindicate Oppreſſion for thy Bread, 
Or write down Liberty to gain thy own. 
Sowwr. Hey. day]! methinks this merry Tragedy i is 
growing ſublime. 
{ Spat. That laſt is, indeed, a little out of my pre · 
1 ſent Stile; it dropt from me before I was aware; 
= talking of Liberty made me ſerious in Spite of my 
Teeth, for between you and me, Mr. Sowyrevit, 1 _—_ 
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that Affair is paſt a Jeſt: But I ask your Pardon, you 
ſhall have no more on't. | 
pil. Come to my Arms, inſpire me with ſweet 
| Thoughts, 
-3 MW And now thy. Inſpiration fires my Brain: 
Not more I felt thy Power, nor fiercer burnt 
My vig'rous Fancy, when thy bluſhing Charms 
F if yielded trembling, and inſpir d my Pen 
To write nine Scenes with Spirit in one Day. 
Muſe. That was a Day indeed! 
Sowwr. Ay, faith! fo it was. 
Mae. And do's my Pillage write with Joy as chen ? 
Would not a freſher Subject charm bis Pen? 
Pil. Let the dull ſated Appetite require 
Variety to whet its blunted Edge; 
| The Subject which has once delighted me, 
1; Shall ſtill delight, ſhall ever be my Choice; | 
Come to my Arms, thou Maſter-Piece of Nature. | 
* Thefaireſt Roſe, firſt op'ning to the Sun, | | 
k. Bears not thy Beauty, nor ſends forth thy — 1 
But that once gather'd loſes all its Pride, 
© Fades to the Sight, and ſickens to the Smell; 
Thou, gather'd, charmeſt-every Senſe the more, 
Canſt flouriſh, and be gather'd o'er and o'er. 
Spar. There, they are-gone to write [Extunt. 
A Scene, and the Town may expect the Fruit of it. 
 Soruy. Yes, I think the Town may expect an Offs | 
ſpring indeed. | 
Spat. But now my Cataſtrophe is approaching 3 | 
change the Scene to the out-ſide of the * | 
enter two Gentlemen. 9 
7 Enter two Gentlemen. 
1 Cent. Came you from the Houſe? 
Ss 2 Gent. Idid. © 
is © 1 Gent. How wears the Farce? 
2 Gert. The Pit is cram'd, I could not get Admiſſion, 
e. But at the Door J heard a mighty Noiſe, 
Pl It 22 of Approbation, and of Laughter. 
1 Gent, If Laughter, it was ſurely Approbation, 
i For Tre * the Dramatick Art, 3 
at | 
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46 Evrypice Hd: Or, 
Read many Volumes, ſeen a thouſand Plays, | 
Whence I've at length found out this certain Truth, 
That Laughs applaud a Farce, and Tears a Tragedy. 
Sowr. A very great Diſcovery indeed, and very 
pompouſly introduced = 
Spat. You ſneer, Mr. Sowrwvit; but I have ſeen 
Diſcoveries in Life of the ſame Nature, introduced with 
much greater Pomp. | 
Szxwr. But don't you intend to lay the Scene in the 
Theatre, and let us ſee the Farce fairly damn'd before 
us ? | 
Spat. No, Sir, it is a thing of too horrible a Nature; 
for which Reaſon I ſhall follow Horace's Rule, and only 
introduce a Deſcription of it. Come, enter, Deſcip- 
tion; I aſſure you I have thrown myſelf out greatly in 
this next Scene. 
Enter third Gentleman. 
3 Gent. Oh, Friends, all's loſt; Eurydice is damn'd, 
2 Gent. Ha!damn'd! A few ſhort Moments paſt I 
came 
From the Pit-door, and heard a loud Applauſe. . 
3 Gent. Tis true, at firſt the Pit ſeem'd greatly 
pleas'd, . Is 
And loud Applauſes thro the Benches rung, 
But as the Plot began to open more, 
(A ſhallow Plot) the Claps leſs frequent grew, 
Till by degrees a gentle Hits aroſe; 
This by a Cat-call from the Gallery 
Was quickly ſeconded : Then follow'd Claps, 
And long *twixt Claps and Hiſſes did ſucceed, 
A ſtern Contention: Victory hung dubious. 
So hangs the Conſcience, doubtful to determine, 
When Honeſty pleads here and there a Bribe ; 
At length, from ſome ill-fated Actor's Mouth, 
Sudden there iſſued forth a horrid Dram, 
And from another ruſh'd two Gallons forth : 
The Audience, as it were contagious Air, | 
All caught it, hollow'd, cat-call'd, hiſs d, and groan d. 
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47 
1 Gent. I always thought, indeed, that Joke would 
damn him; and told him that the People wou'd not | 
take it. | | | 1 
3 Gent. But it was mighty pleaſant tobehold, 
When the Dainnation of the Farce was ſure, 
How all thoſe Friends who had begun the Claps, 
With z-eateſt Vigour ſtrove who firſt ſhou'd hiſs, 
And ſnew Diſapprobation. And Jobn Warts, 
Who was this Morning eager for the Copy, 
Slunk haſty from the Pit, and ſhock his Head. 
2 Gent. And fo 'tis certain that his Farce is gone? 
3 Gent. Moſt certain. . 
2 Gent. Let us then retire with Speed, 
For {te he comes this way. 
3 Gent. By all means, | 
Let usavoid him with what Haſte we can. 
Enter Pillage. | 
Pil. Then I am damn'd - Curſt henceforth be the 
Bard, 
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Who &er depends on Fortune, or on Friends. 


Socur. So, the Play is over; for I reckon you will 
not find it poſſible to get any one to come near this 


| honeſt Gentleman. 


Spat. Yes, Sir, there is one, and you may eaſily 


gueſs who it is: The Man who will not flatter his 


Friend in Proſperity, will hardly leave him in Adver- 
ſity — Come, enter Hone/ us. | 
Pil. Honeſtus here! will he not ſhun me too? 
Hon. 8 Paſuin run, and the Town lik'd you 
moſt, 
And every Scribler loaded you with Praiſe, 
I did not court you, nor will ſhun you now. 
Pil. Oh! had I taken your Advice, my Friend! 
I had not now been damn'd —Then had I truſted 
To the impartial Judgment of the Town, 
And by the Goodneſs of my Piece had try'd 
To merit Favour, nor with vain Reliance | 
On the trail Promiſe of uncertain Friends, 
Produc'd a Farce like this Friends who forſook me 
And left me nought to comfort me but this. [ Drin. 
D Hon. 
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Hon. Forbear to drink. 
Pil. Ohl it is now too late. | 
Already I have drank two Bottles off, 
Of this fell Potion, and it now begins 
To work its deadly Purpoſe on my Brain; 
I'm giddy, ha, my Head begins ts ſwim, 
And ſee Eurydice all pale before me; 
Why doſt thou haunt me thus? I did not damn thee, 
By Fove there never was a better Farce : 


She beckons me—Say—whether.—blame the Town! 


And not thy P://age — Now my Brain's on fire! 
My ſtaggering Senſes dance —and I am — 

Hon. Drunk. | 
'That Word he ſhould have ſaid, that ends the Verſe; 
Farewel, a twelve Hours Nap compoſe thy Senſes. 
May Mankind profit by. thy ſad Example, 

May Men grow wifer, Writers grow more ſcarce, 
And no Man dare to makea Te Farce, 
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